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And all;the city turned on me and* cried My name, as to an outcast dog men fling Howling and scorn, not one word said the
King. And when they hissed me in the shrines of
the Gods, And  women egged  their  children on with
nods
To foul the house-wall, or in passing spat Towards it, he, the old King, came and sat Daily with me, and often on my hair Would lay a gentle hand.    Him thou shalt
spare For my sake who betray him."
Odysseus said, "Well, thou shalt speak no more of him.
His bed
Is not of thy making, nor mine, but his Who hath thee here a cageling, thy Paris. Him he begat as well as Hector.    Now Let Priam look to reap what he did sow." But when glad light brimmed o'er the cup
of earth And shrill birds called forth men to grief or
mirth
As might afford their labour under the sun, Helen advised how best to get him gone, And fetched a roll of cord, the which made
fast
About a stanchion, about him next she cast, About and about until the whole was round